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With hor-docks,hemlocke,netles,cookow flowers, 

Darnell and all the idle weedes that grow, 

Inourfuftayning, corne.acenturie is fent forth. 

Search enery acre in the hie growne field, 

And bring him to our eye, what can mans wifdome 
In the reftoring his bereued fence, he that canhelpe him 
Take all my outward worth' 

Dott. There is meanes Madame. 

Our fofter nurfe of nature is repofe. 

The which he 1 ackes that to prouolce in him, 

Are many fimples operatiue whofe power. 

Will clofe the eye ofanguilh. 

Cord. All bleft fecretsall you vnpublifhtvertucs oftheearth, 
Spring with my teares beaydant ana remediat. 

In the good mans diftrefle, feeke,feeke,forhim. 

Left his vngouernd rage diflolue the life. 

That wants the meanes to lead it. E nter mejfenger. 

ATef. News Madam,the Brittifhpowers are marching hither* 

Cord. Tis lcnownc before, our preparation ftands> (ward. 

In expert ation of them,6 deere father 
It is thy bufines thatl go about,therfore great France 
My mourning and important teares hath pitied. 

No blowne ambition doth our armes in fight 
But loue, deere loue,and ourag’d fathers right, 

Soone may I heare and fee him. Exit. 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

Reg. But are my brothers powers fet forth? 

Stew. I Madam. Reg. Himfelfein perfon ? 

Stew. Madam with much ado,your filter is thebe tter foldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund fpakc not with your Lady at home. 

Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What might import my fitters letters to him ? 

Stew. I know' not Lady . 

Reg. Faith he is potted hence on ferious matter. 

It was great ignorance. Glowers eyes being out 
To let nim liue, where he ariucs he moues 
All harts againft vs, and now I thinkeis gone 
-In pitie ofhis miferY to difpatch his nighted life. 
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Moreoiier to difcrie the ftrength at’h army. 

Stew. I mutt needs after him with my letters 

Reg. Our troope fets forth to morrow ftay with vs. 

The wayes are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madame, my Lady charg’d my dutie in this 
bufines. 

Reg. Why fhould fhe write to Edmundlmight not you 
Tranfport her purpofes by word, belike 
Some thing, I know not what, ile loue thee much, 

Let me vnfealethe letter. 

Stew. Madam Tde rather— 

%eg. I know your Lady does not loue her hufband 
I am fure of that, and at her late being here 
Shee gaue ftrange aliads,and moft (peaking lookes 
To noble Edmund, I know you are ofher bofome. 

Stew. I Madam. 

Reg. Ifpeake invnderftanding,forIknow’t, 

Therefore I doe aduife you take this note. 

My Lord is dead, Edmund and I haue talkt, 

And more conuenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies, you may gather more 
If you doe find him,pray you giue him this. 

And when yourmiftrisheares thus muchfromyou 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her,fo farewell. 

It you doe chance to heare of that blind tray tor. 

Preferment fills on him that cuts him off. 

Ste. W ould I could meet him Madam, I would fhew 
What Lady I doe follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. Exit. 

Enter giefler and Edmund. 

ylojl. When lhall we come toth’ top ofthat fame hill# 

Edg. You do climbe it vpnow,looke how we labour? 

Gloft. Me thinks the ground is euen. 

Edg. Horrible fteepe,harke doe you heare the fea ? 

Gloft, No truly. 

Edg. why then your other fences grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguifh. 

So may it be indeed, 
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